250        HOW HE WON THE V.O.
The feelings of the men
Each day rose higher and higher. And unconscious of all, I lived in that fort
On the brink of a. rising fire.
"One day in the afternoon,
I was dozing rather late, When the Subahdar rushed up
In an agitated state, And, ' Come, my lord 17 he shouted,
While my pistol he pressed in my hand, ' I kicking with boots, but the beggars they shoots,
No listening word of command.7
" There was clearly something up,
And I'm nothing if not prompt, In a wink I followed the Subahdar,
And out to the courtyard romped. On either side the men
Stood yelling, to madness goaded, And levelled their weapons across,
And the rifles I saw were loaded.
" I wasted not a moment,
But after one rapid glance, I rushed between the lines
With a panther's lightning prance. * Throw down your guns 1' I roared,
* And stop this   frenzied folly !' But the answer I got was a ringing shot,
Followed up by a murderous volley.